ACT TWO
FATHER: But with the expectation of having someone with you.
MOTHER: That's my hope: grandchildren.
[They sit down.]
FATHER: I want them to have a lot of them. This land needs hands
that aren't hired. There's a battle to be waged against weeds, the
thistles, the big rocks that come from one doesn't know where.
And those hands have to be the owner's, who chastises and domin-
ates, who makes the seeds grow. Lots of sons are needed.
MOTHER: And some daughters! Men are like the wind! They're
forced to handle weapons. Girls never go out into the street.
FATHER [happily]: I think they'll have both.
MOTHER: My son will cover her well. He's of good seed. His father
could have had many sons with me.
FATHER: What I'd like is to have all this happen in a day. So that
right away they'd have two or three boys.
MOTHER: But it's not like that. It takes a long time. That's why it's so
terrible to see one's own blood spilled out on the ground. A foun-
tain that spurts for a minute, but costs us years. When I got to my
sou, he lay fallen in the middle of the street. I wet my hands with
his blood and licked them with my tongue - because it was my
blood. You don't know what that's like. In a glass and topaz shrine
I'd put the earth moistened by his blood.
FATHER: Now you must hope. My daughter is wide-hipped and your
son is strong.
MOTHER: That's why I'm hoping.
[They rise.]
FATHER: Get the wheat trays ready!
SERVANT: They're all ready.
LEONARDO'S WIFE [entering]: May it be for the best!
MOTHER: Thank you.
LEONARDO: Is there going to be a celebration?
FATHER: A small one. People can't stay long.
SERVANT: Here they are!
[GUESTS begin entering in gay groups^ The BRIDE and GROOM come
in arm-in-arm. LEONARDO leaves.
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